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The passage of the chiefs occupied forty minutes and the form
of their homage was always varied. Some saluted, some bowed
deep to the ground, while others kissed it at the King's feet.
Some, for reasons of custom, ignored the Queen; some laid
their swords at the King's feet. All the emotions were stirred
by the sight of these proud chiefs who swept through the throng
with hauteur and disdain, and then humbled themselves before
a ruling chief to whom alone they have ever bowed their head
and kissed the sword*

Following the ceremony trumpets pealed and drums rolled
their muttered thunder. Then there entered the arena the stately
figure of the Herald, the Royal Standard blazoned on his tabard,
attended by the Malik Umar Hayat Khan, a Punjaub magnate
of martial bearing, and twelve British and twelve Indian trum-
peters on milk-white Arab stallions. They blew loud fanfares
on their silver trumpets and then drew up before the throne.
In his magnificent voice rolling across the wide arena. General
Peyton read the Royal Proclamation, which among other
things extended the privileges of the Victoria Gross to the natives
of the Indian Army, The Proclamation was repeated by the
Malik Umar, Following the Proclamation, cannons roared and
the troops outside the amphitheatre fircel a feu dejoie which ran
right through the camps to the King-Emperor's pavilions beneath
the Ridge.

After the troops were dispersed and all had left the arena
there followed perhaps the most striking act in the history of all
India. The huge crowd from the amphitheatre descended
towards the dais from which the King had walked, and bowing
and kneeling kissed in adoration the place where their Emperor
had stood but a few moments before.

Other rulers may have been blessed by crowds for delivering
them from tyranny and oppression; other kings may have
commanded such respect by their imperious demeanour and the
power of the sword ; but history does not relate of any incident
in, which a crowd of many creeds, races, and septs, actuated by
one impulse and that an impulse of intense devotion and loyalty,
fell on their knees, kissing the place on which had stood their
Emperor, the living and personal representative of an administra-
tion which with all its faults and misunderstandings has brought
law and order and the essence of justice to their land.

This day was the focus point of all the Durbar ceremonies.
There followed afterwards, on later days, the review of tens of